The wel imploycd life, and godly end of
G. Gafcoigne, Efg.

}|Nd is there none, wil help to tel my tale \
who(ah)inhelth,athoufandplaintshauefhone?
feeles all men joy? can no man fkil of bale?
o yes I fee, a comfort in my mone.
Help me good George^ my life and death to touch
fome man for thee, may one day doo afmuch.

Thou feefl my death, and long my life didfl knowe,

my life : nay death, to hue I now begin :

But fome wil fay. Durm eft Me fermo,

Tis hard indeed, for fuch as feed on fin.

Yet trufl me frends (though flefh doth hardly bour)

I am refolu'd, I neuer hu'd til now.

And on what caufe, in order fhall enfue,
My worldly life (is firfl) rnufl play his parte r
Whofe tale attend, for once the fame is true,
Yea Whet Ion thou, hafl knowen my hidden hart
And therfore I comure thee to defend :
(when I am dead) my life and godly end.

Firfl of my life, which fome (amis) did knowe,
I leue mine armes, my acts fhall blafe the fame
Yet on a thorne, a Grape wil neuer giowe,       He
no more a Churle, dooth breed a childe of fame. o*
but (for my birth) my birth right was not great
my father did, his forward fonne defeat            ted!